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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 
3y CHARLES Dickens AND Topsy, M.P. 


No. 10, Downing Street ; Christmas Eve.—PRINCE ARTHUR, turning out of Parliament Street, walked along Downing Street 
with long stride, arms limply hung by his side, hat slightly tilted back from his feverish brow. Left in town at this festive 
time to look after the affairs of the nation, he had spent a tiring day at his desk. The night was in unison with his 
faltering spirits. Fog and frost hung over 
the street. Ghostly figures, suddenly 
emerging from the mist, sharply scanned 
him. They turned out to be policemen, 
who wondered what he was doing out on 
such a night, and it Christmas Eve. 

Arrived at No. 10, he fumbled at the 
key-hole in vain attempt to insert his 
lateh-key. Now it is a fact that there 
was nothing at all particular about the 
knocker on the door, except that it was 


very large. It is also a fact that PRINCE Hay, 
ARTHUR had seen it night and morning all — WAN , 
through his official residence. Let it also _ min 

be borne in mind that throughout the day mm pam ‘ 


he had not bestowed one thought upon OLD 
MORALITY. Andthenlet any man explain, 
if he can, how it happened that PRINCE 
ARTHUR, having his key in the lock of 
the door, saw in the knocker, without 
its undergoing any intermediate process 
of change, not a knocker but OLD 
MORALITY’S face ! 

OLpd MorRAtity's face. It was not in 
impenetrable shadow as the front of No. 
10, Downing Street was. It had a faint 
flicker upon it such as might fall on an 
upturned countenance from the dying 
light in the glass roof in the House of 
Commons when members answer to the 
ery ‘‘ Who goes home?’’ It looked at 
PRINCE ARTHUR as OLD MORALITY used to 
look, with kindly but shrewd glance, as 
if doubting whether he were altogether, 
as he has described himself, *‘a child ”’ 
in some matters. The hair (what was left 
of it) was curiously stirred, as if by 
breath or hot air; and though the eyes 
were wide open they were perfectly 
motionless. 

As PRINCE ARTHUR looked fixedly at 
this phenomenon it was a knocker again. 

To say he was not startled, or that his 
blood was not conscious of a terrible sen- 
sation to which it had been a stranger 
from infaney—an earlier stage from that 
of the childhood alluded to — would be 
untrue. But he thrust the key into the 
key-hole, turned it sturdily, walked in 
and lighted his candle. 

He made his way to the room nearest the doorway connecting No. 10 with No. 11, Downing Street. This was knocked 
through at the instance of the SQUIRE OF MALWoop when he was CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER, and Lord RosEBERY, as Prime 
Minister, was his neighbour. He (the SQuIRE) liked to feel that at any moment, without the delay consequent upon passing out 
of one front door and through another, he could seek and find the counsel and companionship of his chief. PRINCE ARTHUR 
thought of this touching incident with a sense of relief. He was alone in the house. All the servants were making Christmas 
holiday. It was nice to think that by passing through a door he could, in case anything happened, be in the next house in 
no time. 

‘* Pooh pooh!’ he said, when he thought of OLD MorRALItTY's face where the door-knocker ought to have Been. Nevertheless, 
he doubled-locked the door. Thus secured against surprise, he took off his turned-down collar, put on his dressing-gown and 
his slippers and his nighteap, and sat down before the fire to sup the gruel which the prevision of a faithful scrvant had left 
ready on the hob. 

Half-an-hour passed ; it may have been only twenty-five minutes. PRINCE ARTHUR heard a familiar step in the passage. It 
was coming straight towards the door. Whilst he was congratulating himself on the precaution he had taken of double- 





‘**OLD MORALITY IN HIS SQUARE MORNING COAT.” 
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locking it, the SOMETHING moved on through the massive door 
The dying flame leaped up as though 
“I know him; OLD MoraAtity’s Ghost!’’ and fell 


and entered the room. 
it cried, 
again. 

The same face; the very same. OLD MORALITY in his square 
morning coat, his usual waisteoat, his trousers of the last 
century, and boots of the same date. His body was trans- 
parent, so that PRINCE ARTHUR, looking through his waistcoat, 
could clearly see the bookstall at Charing Cross loaded with 
those newspapers he never reads. 

** How growled PRINCE ARTHUR, throwing into his 
voice a tone of Philosophie Doubt. ‘* What do you want with 
me ?’’ 

**Much.’’ OLD MORALITY's yoice ; no doubt about it. 

** Who are you?”’ 

**In life I Lord of the Treasury and Leader of 
the House of Commons whilst you were Chief Secretary for 
Ireland,’’ 


now ?”’ 


was First 


Can you—can you sit down ?”’ asked PRINCE ARTHUR, look- 
ing doubtfully at him. 

The Ghost sat down on the opposite side of the fireplace as 
if he were quite used to it. 

** Don’t be frightened,’’ he said genially, warming his hands 
at the fire and rubbing his leg in the place where the calf 
formerly was. ‘I daresay you didn’t expect me. I can’t 
stay long, though I don’t suppose you much troubled 
with cock-crowing in Downing Street. 1 just wanted to have 
a little chat with in the Commons. 
I hear something about you going to tighten up the Rules 
so as to choke off Obstruction. I don’t want to say anything 


are 


you about Procedure 


and 
when 
how’s 
sup- 


disagreeable. 
all that, 
you and 
GORST 


Merry Christmas: 
you know. So 1 won't 
GRANDOLPH WOLFFEY 
getting respectful 


did 


good-will on earth, 
to the time 
JOHN GORST- 
Chiefs, I 
legislation 


refer 
and 
to 


best 


and 
still 
four 


on ? his 


pose ?—when you your to make 
impossible. 

**What L wanted to say to you is—if I may quote a copy-book 
heading possibly not unfamiliar to you—when you put your hand 
to the plough, don’t turn back. No half fill the 
flowing bowl: you know what I mean. I did something in my 
time to deliver the majority from the tyranny of the minority. 
You have an 


The Irish Party, under the leadership of 


measures : 


Never had such a chance as you possess. over- 
whelming majority. 
a pinchbeck PARNELL, have given themselves away, alienated 
public opinion by openly declaring their intention of making 
the House of Commons a byword among Parliaments, impotent, 
ludicrous. Snatch it and do your work 
thoroughly.”’ 

PRINCE ARTHUR began to feel quite at Had never 
heard a ghost talk in so sensible a manner, or comport itself in 


Now 's your time. 
home. 


such homely fashion. 
‘** Well,”’ 
I'm 


thing ?”’ 


said, ‘* though put it, 


to some- 


he unexpected, as you 
see you 


glad you again. Won't } take 

he was about to add when, catching a glimpse of 
the back of the chair through the lower part of his visitor's 
waistcoat, he recognised the inappropriateness of the sugges- 
tion. 

As he looked OLD MORALITY edged towards the corner of the 
seat, placed his hands on his knees and turned his head to the 
left in the direction where the Speaker's chair is viewed from 
the Treasury Bench. 

**He’s going to pounce!"’ cried PRINCE ARTHUR excitedly. 

Pounce he did, clear off his chair, through the shut and 
double-locked door. Prince Artuur, his faculties strangely 


very 


quickened, could hear the pattering of his feet along the 
passage. 
**Pooh pooh!’’ he muttered as he finished his gruel, ‘I 


No Foundations for Belief in this 
All the same there’s a good deal in what he 


don't believe my own eyes. 
sort of thing. 
said.’’ 





A CHRISTMAS RONDEAU. 
OLD Father Christmas ! one more joyous peal 
Hails your return, your wonted gifts to deal: 
You bring your blessing—Peace on earth to dwell— 
To men you teach good-will, and with your spell 
Calm their fierce feuds, and differences heal. 


Now wondering children to their stockings steal, 
And find them bulging—leg and toe and heel. 
Glad at the gifts the giver’s name they tell— 
Old Father Christmas ! 


I also join their joyful sports with zeal : 

Crackers I pull, to ery the forfeits kneel, 
And at Sir Roger I once more excel. 
Yes, when each year your gladsome carols swell, 

Despite time’s ravages, I cannot feel 

Old, Father Christmas ! 





A CHRISTMAS STORY. 

THE OLD STYLE. 

NOTHING could have been more cheerful than the well-lighted | 
streets. The holly and mistletoe glistened in the green-grocers’ 
Toys were everywhere, and scores of happy children 
toddled beside their rosy-cheeked parents full of the glee of 


windows. 


the joyful season, and so on, and so on, for a dozen pages. 

The family party assembled together in the old ancestral hal! 
a right merry one. The armour reflected back the red 
glare of the blazing yule log. Dancing and flirtation and all 
the brightest side of life were in evidence on all sides. What 
could have been more delightful? What could have heen | 
more in keeping with the good traditions? And so on, and 
so on, for another dozen pages. 

**Ah,’’ said the host, as he hid adieu to the last guest for 
the last time, smiling, ** what a pity it is that Christinas comes 


was 


but onee a vear!”’ 
THE NEW STYLE. 

Nothing could have been more dismal than the fog-hidden 
streets. The green—if there were any—could not be seen in 
the fruiterers’ windows. The customary cheap presents in the 
toy shops were hidden by the prevailing gloom. Children by the 
score shivered and whimpered as they listened to the querulous 
voices of their parents. And soon, and so on, fora dozen pages. | 

The family party assembled together in the large dining room 
quarrelled with the utmost heartiness. They had been so in- | 
tent upon their bickerings that they had quite forgotten to 
keep up the fire. The coals were cold as the biting frost with- | 
out. The hall table was covered with unpaid bills. County 
Court summonses had been left early in the afternoon and were | 
What could have been more in keeping with | 
What could have been more | 


well in evidence. 
the sadness of the dismal season ? 
wretched? What could have been more in keeping with the bad | 
traditions? And so on, and so on, for another dozen pages. 
‘“Ah!’’ said the host, as he bid adieu to the last guest for 
the first time, smiling, *‘ how fortunate it is that Christmas | 
comes but once a year !’’ 








LADY GADABOUT’S CARRIGE WAITS. 

HONERD MR. PUNCH, StR,—If you would empress upon your 
reeders the fack that wating night after night drurin the 
Xmas hollydays up by-streets, while my imployers are injoin the 
pantermines and plays, and I and JouN THOMAS, to say nothin 
of the ’osses, are shivrin an starvin, is not my ideer of the 
festy seesun, you would greatly oblidge 

Your obedient servant, JeEHv JONES (Coachman). 

P.S.—Couldn’t you, honerd Sir, start a kinder messinger boy 
surviss as could go round with drinx an am sangwishes free 
gratiss for nothink wile hour imployers is amoosin of thessel ves? 
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PARTNERS. 


Britannia, ‘‘ AFTER ALL, MY DEAR, WE NEEDN'T TROUBLE OURSELVES ABOUT THE OTHERS.” 
Colonia, ** No; WE CAN ALWAYS DANCE TOGETHER, You AND I!” 
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SANTA CLAUS. 


A Special and Exclusive Interview. 

‘“‘I HAD some difficulty,’’ writes Mr. | 
Punch’s representative, ‘‘in finding the 
old gentleman whose views on current 
topics I had been instructed to ascertain. 
Everybody knew him—at least everybody 
pretended to—and one little girl to whom 
I applied for information was sure she 
had seen him last Christmas-time creeping 
up to her cot in the middle of the night. 
She described him, however, as looking 
‘just like Daddy,’ and, as I knew that 
that particular Daddy owned no beard, 
white or otherwise, I saw at once that her 
story lacked that vraisemblance which to 
@ newspaper-man is more valuable than 
life, to say nothing of truth. At length, 
however, by dint of a lavish expenditure 
of money, I found a clue, and eventually 
tracked the illustrious friend of all 
children to his home in a neatly con- 
structed and unpretentious cave situated 
not far from Hyde Park. The avenue 
leading up to the entrance is composed, 
if I may say so, of five hundred magnifi- 
eent fir-trees, and fifteen poodle-dogs, 
specially wound up tospring at an intruder 
and each of them constructed with a 
special and novel arrangement for barking, 
guard the outer gate. Having safely 
surmounted these obstacles, I was ad- 
mitted by 

A NORWEGIAN TROLL 

of peculiar shagginess and highly curved 
legs. He wore a beard at least two feet 
long, reaching from his chin to the ground, 
and on his head was a funny old cap 
shaped like those usually associated with 
brewers’ draymen and revolutionary en- 
thusiasts. In answer to one question as 
to whether his master was at home the 
replied, with an affectation of surliness 
which could not conceal the nobility of 
his character and the true kindliness of 
his heart, that Santa Claus was very busy 
at this particular moment, and that any- 
one presuming to disturb him would 
probably be converted immediately into 
a story-book with brilliantly-coloured 
pictures and sold for 3s. 6d. a copy on the 
railway bookstalls. Being naturally of a 
retiring disposition, and hating both pub- 
licity and advertisement, I was just about 
to turn away when the voice of 


SANTA CLAUS HIMSELF 


was heard inside the cave loudly instruct- 
ing his servant to admit the stranger at 
once, At this the demeanour of the Troll 
instantly changed, a smile spread over his 
rugged Norse features, and with alow bow 
he proceeded to conduct me down a flight 
of golden steps into the audience chamber 
of his lord and master. 

My first sight of Santa Claus disap- 
pointed me, and the description of it will 
no doubt disappoint readers of Punch. 





We live in an eminently rationalised 





A DEFINITION. 


TELL 


New Governess. ‘‘ Now, Tommy, sit vp, 


SURES, 


Tommy. ‘‘ PLEASE, Miss JONEs, 


AND 


WAITS ARE 
CHRISTMAS-TIME, AND MEASURES ARE WHAT PAPA SAYS HE’LL TAKE TO STOP ’EM 


ME WHAT ARE ‘WEIGHTS AND MRaA- 


WHO COME HOWLING OUTSIDE 


” 


PEOPLE AT 








world. All romances and fairy tales and 
legendary myths have been carefully 
smoothed out and reduced to the common 
experience of every-day life, and even the 
glamour of childhood has had to give way, 
so we are assured, before the relentless 
advance of common-sense coupled with 
business methods imported from the 
United States. When, therefore, I entered 
the audience chamber I expected to see a 
dapper gentleman in a frock-coat and 
patent-leather boots, with an up-and-down 
collar, a diamond-and-pearl scarf-pin, and 


a buneh of violets in his button-hole. 1| 


confidently anticipated that he would 
address me in curt tones, asking me to 
state my business quickly, as he was 
expecting a visit from 


THE SUPERINTENDENT OF A Toy-SHop, 


and could give me only ten minutes. 
may judge my surprise when I found Santa 
Claus to be just what the old, kind, cheer- 
ful stories of childhood had represented 
him—a hale, red-cheeked old gentleman, 
with a big white beard, his face and his 
long coat and his tall boots all powdered 


You | 


with snow and an indescribable look of 
joviality in his clear blue eyes. ‘* Great 
Seot!’’ I observed, in the first shock of 
‘** You don’t mean to 
Why, I 


| my astonishment. 
tell me that you're Santa Claus ! 
| expected quite a——"’ 

‘*No matter what you expected,’’ said 
the Saint, ‘* here I am at your service.”’ 

‘** About those stockings, Santa Claus: 
|don’t you ever find a difficulty in filling 
|them? Come now, you can’t possibly do 
| the whole job yourself. Why, in England 
alone there are——’’ 

“Tf you’re going to bother me with 
| statistics, I’ve done with you. You don’t 
suppose [ care a farthing rushlight for 
all that kind of thing. I’ve done the job, 
|as you call it, for nigh on two thousand 
| years, and I’m not going to ery peccavi 
| now.”’ 
| Isaw that the old man was offended, and 
| hastened to change the subject. 

**Yes,’’ he said, meditatively, in answer 
to a question from me, ‘‘ dolls are still in 
great request. My doll-cavern extends 
underground through a great part of 
Europe. Then there is the animals’ 
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Mamma, ‘*To-mornrow’s Curistmas Day, EFFIE DEAR, AND YOU WILL Go TO CHURCH 
FOR THE FIRST TIME.” (Encouragingly.) ‘* THERE WILL BE BEAUTIFUL MUsSICc——” 
Effie. ‘‘ On, Mummy pear, MAY I paNncRr?” 





























emporium, a very large place, with every 
possible appliance for keeping the occu- 
pants in good health from Christmas to 
Christmas. My kennels are second to none, 
and my aviaries have been much admired. 


STUFFED BIRDS, OF COURSE, 

but a stuffed bird wants its bit of 
groundsel and its handful of seed regu- 
larly. Kittens? I should think so. Lots 


of them, with red-glass eyes and horse- 


even 


hair whiskers. Some of ‘em are capital 
mousers. Here, for instance, is one. You 


see, it keeps a firm hold on its vietim all 
the time. 
about 


None of that inhuman playing 
with it which disgraces so many 
eats who ought to know better. I never 
allow that.”’ 

** Where do you keep your horses ? 





‘“*The ordinary ones on platforms or 
wheels have excellent quarters in a handy 
mews in the neighbourhood. The rockers 
have special loose boxes elsewhere. We 
ean’t keep them together on account of 
their jealousy. The rockers swagger so 
much about their fine free action and their 
painted wood that 


NO ORDINARY HORSE 


can stand it. However, I don't keep 
many rockers: there's such a difficulty 
about getting stockings large enough to 
hold them.”’ 
* How about mechanical toys ? 
** Oh, well, 


times, 


” 
of course we march with the 
you know, and all that. There's 
something about mechanical toys that 


I’m conservative and old-fashioned. I 
just keep a few in stock by way of variety ; 
but as a matter of fact, when a kid’s old 
enough for some of these elaborate 
machinery things, why it’s old enough to 
do without toys altogether. Anyhow, my 
visits are not required in that particular 
home. The old things, I find, go down 
best—dolls, animals, Noah’ s arks, jacks- 
in-the-box, and that sort.’ 


It’s only my dolls.practising ‘ Papa’ 
and ‘Mamma,’ 
‘**Come and see 
charming sight.’’ < 

I had, however, beard enough. Thank- 
ing the Saint warmly for his.courtesy, and 
bestowing a handful of brass tokens on 
the attendant Troll, I.regained the upper 
air, deeply impressed with all that I had 


them. It’s really a 


| Seen during my short visit to the Cave of 


Delight and Happy Memories. 





TABLE TALK. 
[The Daily Mail has recently quoted some 
striking facts to show our increase of luxury.] 
OUR vulgar sires decided 
To take in ealm eontent 
The goods the gods provided, 
Whenever they were sent ; 
Their bourgeois tastes and sober 
Were grateful for the boon 
Of peaches in October 
And strawberries in June. 
But now we think it treason 
To all good sense and reason 
To own a taste 
That ’s so debased, 
And eat a thing in season. 
When every coster’s barrow 
With strawberries is spread, 
And every alley narrow 
With strawberries is red, 
It must in reason follow 
That self-respecting men 
Would rather die than swallow 
Your vulgar favourite then. 
But when the skies are snowing, 
When prices all increase, 
And strawberries are going 
At half-a-crown a piece, 
Then one, without forsaking 
One’s self-respect, might dream 
Of possibly partaking 
Of strawberries and cream. 
You offer us green peas from 
Your Surrey farms in vain; 
We only look at these from 
The ‘‘ middle zones ’’ of Spain ; 
Spring duckling in November 
We reckon at its prime, 
With lamb about December, 
And trout at Christmas-time. 
In short, we hold it treason 
To all good sense and reason 
To dare to wish 
For any dish 





doesn't oe aggenl to me, but I suppose 


That is not out of season. 





At this moment a fearful noise broke out.: 


said Santa Clause, 
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CHRISTMAS DAY, 
(By one who has been forced to keep Christ- | 
mas Eve, and is still at it.) 
} 
PUDDINGS of plum and mince pies too! 
Hammer and nails for the holly—balloo! 
(There! I’ve hammered my thumb! goroo!) 


A romping party of girls and boys, 

And a Christmas-tree that is hung with 
toys 

(Greed, ill manners, and awful noise !) 


| To the family pew while the day is young, 


And a carol of love on the bells is rung 
(The beautiful anthem vilely sung !) 


At night we'll dance till the morn is gray, 
And drink to the friends who are far away 
(How fearfully ill we shall be next day!) 








THE GHOST THAT FAILED. | 
(A Story for the Festive Season.) 


ALL my life long have I desired to: meet 
and speak with a ghost. lam now an oldish 
man with my wish still unrealised. Asa 
boy I revelled in the old-fashioned ghost 
story—with gibbets and gibbering, spec- 
tral lights and hollow groans, but I was 
far too healthy ever to be frightened, 
and though 1 longed to have that deli- 
that of I- 
don’t-know-what ’s-going-to-happen- but - | 


or 


cious creepy feeling, sense 


I-shall-scream-in-a-minute, no ghost 
suspicion of a ghost ever came my way. | 
“You want to be in the proper mood,’’ 
said my NEURASTHENIA; ‘read 
EnGaAr ALLEN Por and HorrMan.’’ 1 read 
PoE with, | admit, a mild discomtort, but 
Horr MAN In despair, T took | 
to late suppers (lobsters, pork, anything, 
but 


cursed digestion was so magnificent that 


sister 


bored) me. 


provided it was indigestible) ; my 
I slept afterwards the sleep of an infant, 
and only succeeded in keeping everyone | 
six-room radius awake with 


within my 


snoring. Time passed on; I grew middle- | 


aged, and with approaching baldness, the 


joy of feeling my hair ** standing on end "’ 


receded into the distance of the unex- 
perienced—into the abysm of the much 
unrealised. And yet I have not given up 
hope. Even now, as I am writing these 
lines (1 A.M., dark stormy night—haunted 
country house — guttering 
candle), the thought that, perhaps, some- 
thing may happen inspires me. I will 
blow the light out and see—metaphori- 
cally, of course. 
+ * ok 
1.15 A.M.—Have 
quarter of an hour. Making this entry by 
the light of a match. Casement rattling, 
but nothing has happened. Feel stupidly 
sleepy, but horribly matter-of-fact and 
tranquil—D—n! Match burnt 
ny fingers. 
2 A.M.—Have re-lit candle, 


sSpare-room— 


* * 


been in darkness a 


down to 





Must have | 





~~ 


Uy 
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S 
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fl 
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hl 


mi 
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aaa 


oe 


Lithh Montague q 
Futher. 


“T was 


““ WERE Yot AND WHAT WAS 


HE BUMPED HIMSELF ON THE WASHSTAND HE 


Father (hastily). ‘‘ THERE, THAT’LL DO, Monty. 





AWAKE WHEN SANTA CLAUS CAME, 
HE 
Little Montague. “Ou, 1 COULDN’Y SEE HIM—IT WAS DARK, YOU KNOW. 


| 





kK 


Force ——— 


"Jer 


Dan!” 
LIKE, EH?” 
bur WHEN 


SAID 





RuN AWAY AND PLAY!” 








been asleep. Trying to reeall dream. 
Ah! Lhave it... was buying Christmas 


presents with insufficient money. That's 
better; not exactly ghostly, but shows a 
certain vague discomfort. Perhaps now 
. . « What was that ? 
outside. I walk to door 
My host in dressing-gown. 


and look out. 


sleepless, and was taking book from book- 
case outside my room when a form glided 
out... dissolved from the panels. The 
family ghost! Had I seen it? Then I 
lost my temper. 

** You wretch,’’ I said: ** you inhospit- 


Chair turned over | 


Says he felt | 


able wretch, to keep a ghost only dis- 
cernible by yourself. Here have I been 
waiting all night—done so for sixty years ’ 
—and then I sobbed like a child in bitter 
disappointment. 
“Try sleeping in 
suggested my friend. 


the churechyard,”’ 

‘‘Done so for two seasons, and only got 
rheumatism.”’ 

**Hopeless,’’ murmured my  triend. 
**Ineurable.”’ Then he wrung my hand 
and fled, and I returned, Ghost-less and 
irritable, to sleep with my usual abomin- 
able tranquillity. A. R. 
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Unveqenerate Youth. ‘* Pass THE SEEDY CAIKE 
Vicar's Daughter, ‘‘ IF —IF }——” 
Unreyenerate Youth. “Ir ’& DON’T 1°LL SHOVE "IM IN THE FAICE! 


‘ 





mE D » : "IEW , 
f| HYDE PARK AND THE FAIRY. cen efventemn et. 


any slip on your part would jbe quickly 


said the sparrow, with his head inquisi- 
torially cocked aside. 

‘Oh, the usual love stories—plenty of 
mistletoe and pretty cousins, and the 
advantages of sitting-out dances in the 
conservatory, and—and ghost stories of 
every kind, ghosts that aren't ghosts as a 
rule ;—must end up all right, you know.” 
| “Rather samey, isn’t it?’’ chirped the 
sparrow. ‘I prefer my stories; they 
|really happen. Don’t I forget them? 
| Well, I expect I should, only I tell the 
| fairies, and fairies forget nothing. Listen 
|to this: it’s more exciting than the 
| duck’s story. Last Christmas Eve I was 
| flying along one of your dirtier streets the 

other side of the river, when I sawa little 
| crowd of children peering into a flaring 
toy-shop. Gracious! how bright their 
| eyes were, and how flushed their faces— 
much brighter than many of the children 
in the big, fine streets—only dirtier, more 
like we are, you know; while the other 
| children were more like goldfinches and 
| peacocks, you understand. Well, I flew 
| down, not so much for the shop as because 
someone had been eating a bun, and 1 like 
buns ! ’’ added the sparrow with refreshing 
jeandour. ‘**Then a man came out and 
drove the crowd away—all but one little 
girl who was making a horrid noise in her 
| throat like a dog barking, and who kept a 
| blue cold nose fixed against the window. 
After a while she grew tired and crept to 
|a doorstep. Then, of course, I knew what 
ought to be done, and | flew away to tell 
the fairies.’’ A. R. 


| 





TO CLNCINNATUS JUNIOR. 
FOR AMENDS. 
(See last week’s ** Cincinnatus.’’) 
My Lord, if I may understand 
That you at last consent to yield, 
To leave, in fact, your furrow-land 
And take, for good, the tented field ; 


(Not that you say it anywhere 
In such reports as I have read ; 
But Mr. ASQUITH, he was there, 
And this is what he says you said)— 


Kindly permit me to repent 
Of that poor Cincinnatus-song, 
Composed before the great event, 
And proved oracularly wrong. 


None gladlier than I, my Lord, 
Would welcome with the coming year 
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1V.—WHAT THE SPARROW SAW ON 


Your plough-share turned into a sword, 
CHRISTMAS EVE. 


Your pruning-hook become a spear. 


‘* Well, haven't you got permission from 
the fairies to understand bird-language 
THE sparrow surveyed me from a neigh- | fora time? You ought to be proud of it. 
bouring twig, with small, bright, beady| You big two-legged things are so very 
eyes. Then he winked. |ignorant of what goes on among us that 
‘*Slow creatures, those ducks,’ he re- a fairy pass F 
marked in a piping voice. ‘* Pity you| I hastened to assure the sparrow that I 
haven't got a fairy pass every day.”’ was extremely grateful. 
| «Beg pardon,” observed with puzzled| ‘* You write Christmas stories, and all | , , 
| politeness. "Twas rather difficult to know | that sort of thing, for the papers? ”’ You -annot lack for loyal friends 
| how to address a sparrow. He was so|_ I pleaded guilty. Except among our common foes. 
very small, and yet looked so smart, that! ‘* What do you write about usually ?”’ O. 5S. 


For you have put one doubt to flight 
In Chesterfield’s vociferous hall— 

Under what flag you meant to fight 
(Supposing that you fought at all). 





And, so you serve your country’s ends, 
Careless how else the issue goes, 
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OUR CHRISTMAS TEA. 


Unregenerate Youth. ‘‘ Pass THE SEEDY CAIKE !” 
Vicar's Daughter. ‘‘ lv (—Ir ?——” 
Unreyenerate Youth, ‘Iv '& DON’T I'LL SHOVE 'IM IN THE FAICE! 





{| HYDE PARK AND THE FAIRY. jany slip on your part would jbe quickly 
taken advantage of. 

1V.—WHAT THE SPARROW SAW ON 

CHRISTMAS Eve. the fairies to understand bird-language 

THE sparrow surveyed me from a neigh- | fora time? You ought to be proud of it. 


| bouring twig, with small, bright, beady| You big two-legged things are so very 


eyes. Then he winked. ignorant of what goes on among us that 
‘‘Slow ereatures, those ducks,’’ he re- a fairy pass © 





| marked in a piping voice. ‘* Pity you} I hastened to assure the sparrow that I 


haven't got a fairy pass every day.”’ was extremely grateful. 
‘“* Beg pardon,”’ Iobserved with puzzled| ‘* You write Christmas stories, and all 
politeness. ’Twas rather difficult to know] that sort of thing, for the papers? ”’ 
how to address a sparrow. He was so|_ I pleaded guilty. 
very small, and yet looked so smart, that! ‘* What do you write about usually ? ’’ 


‘* Well, haven't you got permission from 


said the sparrow, with his head inquisi- 
torially cocked aside. 

‘Oh, the usual love stories—plenty of 
mistletoe and pretty cousins, and the 
advantages of sitting-out dances in the 
conservatory, and—and ghost stories of 

| every kind, ghosts that aren't ghosts as a 
rule ;—must end up all right, you know.” 
| ‘Rather samey, isn’t it?’’ chirped the 
sparrow. “I prefer my stories; they 
|veally happen. Don’t I forget them? 
| Well, I expect I should, only I tell the 
fairies, and fairies forget nothing. Listen 
}to this: it’s more exciting than the 
| duck’s story. Last Christmas Eve I was 
| flying along one of your dirtier streets the 
other side of the river, when I sawa little 
|crowd of children peering into a flaring 
toy-shop. Gracious! how bright their 
| eyes were, and how flushed their faces— 
much brighter than many of the children 
|in the big, fine streets—only dirtier, more 
\like we are, you know; while the other 
children were more like goldfinches and 
peacocks, you understand. Well, I flew 
down, not so much for the shop as because 
someone had been eating a bun, and | like 
buns ! ’’ added the sparrow with refreshing 
| candour. “Then a man came out and 
| drove the crowd away—all but one little 
girl who was making a horrid noise in her 
throat like a dog barking, and who kept a 
blue cold nose fixed against the window. 
After a while she grew tired and crept to 
a doorstep. Then, of course, I knew what 
ought to be done, and I flew away to tell 
the fairies.”’ A. R. 








TO CLNCINNATUS JUNIOR. 
FOR AMENDS. 
(See last week's ** Cincinnatus.’’) 
My Lord, if I may understand 
That you at last consent to yield, 
To leave, in fact, your furrow-land 
And take, for good, the tented field ; 


(Not that you say it anywhere 
In such reports as I have read ; 
But Mr. ASQuITH, he was there, 
And this is what he says you said)— 


Kindly permit we to repent 
Of that poor Cineinnatus-song, 
Composed before the great event, 
And proved oracularly wrong. 


None gladlier than I, my Lord, 
Would welcome with the coming year 
Your plough-share turned into a sword, 
Your pruning-hook become a spear. 


For you have put one doubt to flight 
In Chesterfield’s vociferous hall— 

| Under what flag you meant to fight 
| (Supposing that you fought at all). 


| And, so you serve your country’s ends, 
| Careless how else the issue goes, 
You cannot lack for loyal friends 
Except among our common foes. 
O. 8. 
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AN EXTRA-ACTIVE VERB. 
On all fours mith To Mote, Tu Be, Ta Boa, 
and To Week-end. 
[Table Tennis”? achieved its apotheosis in a 
Championship Tournament at the Royal Aquarium 


last week. It has therefore to be conjugated. ] 


PRESENT TENSE. 
T PING. 
Thou pongest. 
He—ahem !—plays ‘‘ table-tennis.”’ 
We are all champions. 
Ye pay subseriptions. 
They are outsiders ! 


IMPERFECT. AND AMATEURISH. 


I was pooh-poohing. 

Thou wast using an eighteenpenny set. 
He was wearing a club ‘* blazer.”’ 

We were pitching into the umpire. 

Ye were making your own rules. 

They were having words. 


Past (last Season). 
I pang. 
Thou pongedst. 
He pung. 
We grovelled after balls. 
Ye split your trouser-knees. 
They burst their braces. 

FUTURE. 

I will ping, or perish in the effort. 
Thou shalt 
He will 


enthusiasm. 


‘*petrieve.”’ 
upset the furniture in his 
We shall annex the dining-room, 
Ye shall go without dinner. 


They (the servants) will bless us! 


POTENTIAL Moop, 


I may turn professional. 

Thou mayest take lessons from me (five 
guineas an hour). 

She may show off her figure. 

We may electrify Balham. 

Ye may get *‘ blues ”’ (not ** the blues ’’). 

They may win at the Aquarium. 


OPTATIVE OR MATRIMONIAL MoobD, 


’ 


I might become a * parti.’ 
Thou mightest introduce 
daughter. 

She might double her chance of marry- 
ing. , 
We might ping-pong into ‘‘ Society.”’ 
Ye might ‘‘ stand the racket.”’ 

They might hit it off. 


me to thy 


IMPERATIVE. 
Play! 
Let him mop! 
Let’s have a drink ! 
Go it, ye cripples ! 
Game! 

PARTICIPLES. 
Present: Ping. Passive: (not found). 

Infinitive: To get into the Badminton 

Series and abandon the now undignified 
title of ‘* Ping-pong.’’ A.A. S. 
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to her husband, who is uncomfortably conscious 
Mrs. PARKER OVER THE WAY? Wavy pon’r 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

IN a certain weekly paper of which he 
is editor and was, if my Baronite is not 
mistaken, ‘‘ onlie begetter,’’ Dr. ROBERT- 
SON NICOLL, thinly disguised as ‘* CLAUDIUS 


CLEAR,’’ comforts and counsels a wide 
circle of devoted readers. He has col- 
lected and published his essays in a 


handy volume entitled Letters on Life 
(HODDER AND STOUGHTON). They well bear 
the ordeal. The subjects range over the 
wide plain of common daily life. Amongst 
the headlines are The Art of Conversa- 
tion; Some Questions about Holidays ; 
The Sin of Overwork; Good Manners ; 
On Growing Old; Firing Out the Fools. 
This last is a trenchant utterance gene- 





rated by experience during a visit to the 
United States. All the essays are marked 
by wide knowledge of men and books, 
equable common-sense, unfailing good 
humour. Even when firing out fools 
CLAuDIUS CLEAR manages to convey the 
idea that, save for a predominant sense 
of duty to his country, he would, following 
personal preference and apostolic exam- 
ple, suffer them gladly. When writing 
of books or on literary topics, CLAUDIUS 
CLEAR Walks familiar paths through far- 
reaching fields. He not only reads, but 
discriminates and remembers. 

‘*Under which King, Bezonian? Speak 
or die!’’ This is what the Baron, apt at 
quotation, asks himself while reading 
Caroline, the Illustrious Queen-Consort of 
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George the Second, by W. H. WILKINs, 
M.A., F.S.A. (LONGMANS, GREEN & CO.). 
Under which King will you rank yourself? 
Is it to be the Hanoverian GEORGE, first of 
that name, with all the STUART vices and 
none of their pleasant qualities, or KING 
JAMES THE THIRD of England and Seventh 
of Seotland? The First GEORGE was sen- 


sual, selfish and ervel, and the Third 
JAMES was not worth such wild enthu- 
siasm as the STUART cause aroused in 


English and Seottish hearts. The Baron 
would have been inclined towards * the 
King over the water’’; but sagely bent 
on retaining his wise head where Provi- 
dence has safely placed it, he would have 
drank the KING’s health and requested 
him to remain *‘ over the water,’’ without 
attempting to regain the crown his father 
had thrown away, unless summoned to do 
so by the nation. The most uncompro- 
mising adherent of the STUARTS can now- 
a-days throw up his cap for the lineal 
descendant of JAMES THE First of England, 
and cry with all his heart and voice, ‘‘ God 
save King EDWARD THE SEVENTH!’’ But 
what aset from the First CHARLES, blame- 
less in his domestic life, to the Fourth 
GEORGE (saving ‘‘ Farmer GEORGE,’’ of 
kindly but melancholy memory), memor- 
able as the “‘ finest gentleman in Europe.”’ jite I 

It needed the virtues and strength of HH i 
character of so pure and sweet a soul as i 


\ 








JUST AT CHRISTMAS-TIME TOO 


The Ghost of Rotham Grange. ‘‘ Look here, I call this monstrous! 





;was the Gracious Queen VICTORIA to 
thoroughly purge a court that was not so 
|very far removed from the open licen- 
tiousness that characterised the reign 
lof the Second CHARLES so endeared to 
| Englishmen who “take their pleasures 
sadly’’ as ‘* The Merrie Monarch.’’ 
Brilliantly written, with every incident 
dramatically given, and with every im- 
portant character duly weighed and 
valued, there is not a dull page in the 
entire work. It is, indeed, one of the 
most interesting, as it is one of the most 
| delightful, of books, sparkling with the 
romance of real life, that has engrossed 
|the Baron’s attention this many a day. 
| Those who have a lively recollection of 
The Love of an Uncrowned Queen will be 
|in no way disappointed with this new 
| work by the same author. 

THE BARON DE B.-W. 

| P.S.—Not in the regular Booking-Office 
\line is a story in the Christmas number 
lof the Penny Illustrated, but Mr. LATEY’S 
| Love Conquers All is worthy of exceptional 
| recommendation. 





RECOMMENDATION for spending a really 
| jovial time any evening during Christmas 
| holidays.—Attend meeting of the Statis- 
| tieal Society and hear a lecture on The 
| Absorption of Interest and its Effect on 
| the Price of Meat at Berlin. 





I’ve kept the Grange empty for more than two hundred years, and scared some 


score of people to death. Now they ’ve gone and turned the place into an Asylum for Idiots!’ 


T’other Ghost (his friend, out of employment). ‘‘ Oh, it’s disgusting ! 


I don’t know where J shall spend Christmas! ”’ 
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Actor-Manager Discourses 
Actuality, 288 
Additional Anticipations, 17 
Additiona! Theatrical Regulations, 448 
Affair of Art (An), 367 
Age of Culture (The), 
American Offer (An), 28 
Anti-Green Park (The), 81 
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Apostrophes, 308, 398 
Artist up to Date, 341 
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At Goring, 128 
Athens v. Corinth, 384 
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Barl, 217 
Battle of the North (The), 367 
Belgium and the B.P., 158 
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Castaway (The), 277 
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Cheerful Reading, 226 
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Christmas Carol (A), 451 
Christmas Day, 1901, 457 
Christmas Rondeau (A), 45 
Christmas Story (A) 452 
Cincinnatus, 433 
Cloud-flashes, 190 
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Ceelum, non animum, mutant, qui trans 
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Complete Author (The), 100 
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Cricket a la Grecque, 401 
Cricket prospects for 1902, 126 
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Cult of Culture (The), 54 
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Curse of Education (The), 332 
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Domestic Drama, 386, 434 

Domestic Economies, 199, 224, 244, 
275, 323, 355 

Dream-Story (A), 259 

Exeey in a Country Churchyard, 362 

End of Eustace Jenkins (The), 59 

Enterprising Pro-Motor, 306 

Entirely Friendly, 307 

Essence of Parliament, 13, 31, 49, 67, 85, 
103, 121, 189 

Ethics of Meteorology (The), 248 

** Euphonisms,” 55, 

Eve and her London Eden, 18 
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Expostulation (An), 344 
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Fair's Fair (!), 167 

Farewell (A), 175 
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Fire-Fancies, 445 

Flight of Fancy, 368 

Flower of Chivalry (The), 257 

Following up the Trail, 152 
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Forbidden Science (The), 315 
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Foreign Lion in London (A), 110 

Forthcoming Dramas, 150 
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Further Regulations for Henley, 14 
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Gladshaw’s Holiday, 96 
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Great Expectations, 208 

Here and there, 68 
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History and Myth, 135 
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* Tris’ Question (The), 260 
| JAcop and His Master, ’376, 394, 412, 450 
| Jocosa Lyra, 449 
| Joke = Came Off 
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| LAME A of London, 2 

Last Appeal (A), 79 
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Last Sound of Summer (The), 
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Letter to a Young Publisher, 409 
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Lipton Unlimited. 258 

Little Late (A), 136 
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| Magnetic Needle 
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No More, 172 
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| Not Novel, 350 

Occastonat Operatic Notes, 6, 26, 42, 60 
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* Off Season (The), 391 
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Our Club, 89 
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Plays of —ae 
221, 235, 314, 325 
Politicians at P’ lay, 96 
P.P.S., 96 
Precious Tear (A), 374 
Prehistoric Pepys, 442 
Press and Depress, 72 
Prohibitions to Novelists and Journalists, 
311 





(The), 198, 203, 





** Promotion,”’ 70 

Raitway Companions, 154, 179 

Real Hard Work, 269 

Real Use for Fog (A), 

Reason Why (The), 304 

Ree ent ( ‘orresponde: nce | (A 
téclame A la Réjane, 3¢ 

Reflections of a Motor- “racer, 2 

Rivals (The), 163 

River Revellers (The), 74 

| tiverside Sunday, 140 
Romance and Reality, 406 
Rosebery : the latest Phase, £6 
Roundabout London, 23 
found the Book Shops, 91 

Roving at Ramsgate, 114 

Sam and a “Sell? (A), 304 

Sandal Boom (The), 132 

Santa Claus, 455 

Savoyval of the Fittest, 434 

Seaside Solitude, 169 

Seerets of the Sands, 1¢S 

Senti-mental, 71 

September Song, 1§8 

Shadows of Futurity, 450 

“Sic itur ad Astra,’’ 304 

Side-Show (A), 70 

Sir Duckie &c., 302 

** Site of the Albert Hall” 

Slightly Mixed, 108 

Smile Cure (The), 248 

Some Bank Holiday Plans, 88 

Some Further Coronation Claims, 424 

Something like a Cure, 260, 278, 290 

Something like an Oration, 107 

Song of the Pursuit (‘The), 260 

Sorrows of Paterfamilias at the Seaside, 
106, 124, 142 

“Sort” of Internicotine War 

Sporting Novel (A). 419 

Strayed Thought (The), 

“Street Music,” 438 

Submerged Suburbs (The) 

Successful Society, 386 


» 252 





The) 324 


A), 373 


62 





, 207 
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Taste Talk, 456 
Tale of a Cod (The 
Tale of a Trunk (A), 
lale of a Typewriter 
Telephonic Talk, 391 
Ten Days’ Trip (A), 
That Feller’s Dictionary, 
Then and Now, 9 
Things are not whi at they seem, 18 
Thompson on * Tinned Cow, 
359 
To a Family Portrait Album, 134 
Toa Vigilant Lady, 424 
To Chloe, 279 
To Cincinnatus Junior, 458 
lo Make the Punishment fit the Crime, 
326 
To One I love not, 169 
To Phyllis—from a Millionaire, 360 
To Robert Louis Stevenson, 402 
Torture-Chamber Music, 186 
To Would-be Statesmen, 380 
‘ Transformations,’’ 128 
Trials of Authorship (‘The), 266 
Unper Distinguished Patronage, 
In-happy ‘Thought (An), 259 
Tn Hotel de Province, 63 
Inreal Conversation (An), 332, 374, 384, 
414 
Trbs in Urbe, 5 
VAINGLory, 61 
* Venice, Limited,”’ 128 
Verbal Endings, 163 
Verb To Dine (‘The), 25 
Very Memorable Date (A), 10 
* Vicious Circle’’ (‘The), 118 
Victoria Mary—Princess of the Seas, 
Views about a View, 64 
Vive le Russe! 204 
Voices in the Air, 108 
** Voila ce que l’on dit de Moi?’ 7 
WaLkeEr well in the Running, 397 
War-Otfice Reform, 316 
What Retail Trade is Coming to, 429 
“What’s the odds as long as you’re 
Jappy !”’ 37 
What we do with our Boys, 270, 289 
Where's Air? 326 
Whiffieton's Bogey, 
Why not! 445 
Wicked Wire (The), 441 
Winter Resorts, 379 
Wooin’ o't (The), 342 
Word to the Wise (A), 302 
“X "-nrpition (An), 56 
Youne Novelist’s Guide to Geography, 301 
Young Novelist’s Guide to Law, 319 
Young Novelist’s Guide to Medicine, 343 


, 446 
114 
(The), 302 

170, 188, 206, 22 
198 


4, 245 


322. 


340, 


131 


280 


208, 239 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 


Curer Mourners (The), 119 
Chesterfield Hamlet (The), 443 
Christmas on the Veldt, 459 
Cross Currents, 389 
** Deus in Machina ”’ (The), 65 
Dirty Weather, 29 
Dissembled Love, 371 
End of the Parliamentary 
Season (The), 83 
Guildhall Banquet (The), 335 
Happy Return (A), 155 
Her Worst Enemy, 425 
Hope Deferred, 137 
Lazy Dog The ,il 
Matter of Business (A), 
Meet in a Fog (A), 317 
Mitylene March (The), 353 
Mutua! Advantage, 281 
Parting is such Sweet Sorrow, 101 
Preparing for the Speeches, 407 
Reverse of the Medal (The), 263 
** Rough Rider (The), 227 
Self-Complacency ; or, The 
and the Lion, 299 
tinople! 173 
*To be well Shaken,” 245 
U nited Front (A), 47 
Wolves of Anarchy (The), 209 


“Flat” 


— 
TED 


191 


Dormouse 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS, 


Apurracrty Official asleep in Boat, 21 
Atfable Motorist and Skittish Colt, 57 
American Gulliver (The), 147 
American Lady at Conway, 283 
Angler getting a Bite, 10s 

Army Surgeon and Sore Feet, 208 
’Arry and the Goose Woman, 109 
Artist’s Model who “ Collects,”’ 193 
Aunt’s Argument with the Doctor, 369 
Automobilist in Morocco, 171 

Baby and a Prize Idiot, 163 

Balfour and Devonshire Cream, 15 
Banking at an Irish Post-Office, 169 
Birds coming straight at Shot, 136 
Blind Politicians, 339 

Blue-coat Boy metamorphosed, 409 
Boatman and Whisky Bottle, 295 

*“ Bobs ”’ as a Bobbie, 414 


Bottle-jack Overmantel (The), 341 





Bowling to a Stout Batsman, 199 
Boy on Books at Cupboard, 420 
Boys and Board marked “ Private,” 
Bread-eating Mendicant (A), 307 
Britannia and Colonia dancing, 453 


167 


Britannia Hair-lressing Competition, 445 


Brownie Study (A), 462 

Brown staying at Desert Farm, 333 
Bulldog asa Wedding Present, 293 
Cabby and Leatherhead Fare, 361 
Caddie’s Maiden Name (A), 421 
Captain’s Cousins at Polo Match, 33 
Car-driver’s Nose and Whiskey, 151 
Chef Rosebery and Stock-pot, 345 
Chinese Envoy and German Sentry, 194 
City Magnate and Author, 269 

City Streets “ Up,”’ 35 

Client’s Strong Language (A), 316 
Colonel and Bobbie’s Profession, 38% 
Colonel and Surveying Subaltern, 261 
Country Barber’s Razor (A), 64 

Count shoots a King Partridge! 203 
Cub-hunting Farmer after Rabbit, 243 
Cupid as Link-boy, 378 

Desponding Old Aunt and Nephew, 317 
Disguised Politicians in Downing Street, 


303 
Dissatisfied Ghosts, 462 
Doctor and Jesting Patient, 103 
Doctor’s Patient out of Danger, 
Dogs and the Public Sheep, 399 
Driving a Motor-car downhill, 45 
Driving Lady upsets Cyclist, 99 


265 


Duke and Duchess in Neptune's Car, 309 | 


Effie’s First Visit to Church, 456 
Extending Refreshment Apparatus, 18 
Fair Invalid in Bath Chair, 69 

Fairy Electra and Demon Sulphur, 449 
Farmer’s Dead Horse (A), 280 

Father London and County Council, 363 
Father Neptune’s Bank Holiday, 89 
Father’s Musical Daughters (A), tag 
First Settlers in America (The), 

Flirting Husband and Jealous Wite, 403 
Fiying Policeman, 337 

Foreigner on the Dover Works, : 54 
Freddy's First Day at Henley, 23 
French and English Sailors, 93 


| Horses Frightened by Motor-cars, 313 
Housemaid and Dumb-bell Ringers, 145 

How to Tip the Keeper, 133 

H.R.H. George, Prince ‘of Wales, 373 

Hunting Lady’s Horse bolting, 367 

Hunting Lady on a Roarer, 439 

Hunting Lady’s Mackintosh, 329 

Hunting Man lost his Nerve, 401 

—— Quotations, 54, 139, 176, 212, 


288, 3: 
Image - her Mother (The), 195 
| In a Canadian Canoe, 126 
| Infant Motor Car (The), 17 
Irish Car’s Loose W heel, 277 
Irish Chambermaid and Sw ell, 393 
| Irish Railway Porter’s Question, 255 
[rish Sentry and Guard Tent, 331 
| John Bull and Censor’s Telescope, 53 
John Bull and German Artist, 417 
John Bull and German Salesman, 129 
Jonathan Bull and Lion-Eagle, 381 
Labourer and Parson in Rain, 370 
Lady and Village Jobber, 131 
Lady Croquet Player’s Threat, 235 
| Lady Nicotine and American Knight, 319 
| Listening to a French Song, 59 
Little Boy in Goat Chaise, 419 
Little Boy’s Geography Lesson, 113 
Little Effie and Electric Light, 405 
Little Geoffrey and the Cakes, 291 
Little Girl is no longer shy, 481 
| Little Girl won’t put out tongue, 71 
| Little Haymaker’s Refreshment, 10 
| “* Little Minister,” Dishart Rosebery, 375 
| Little Montague and Santa Claus, 457 
| Local Antiquities Show (The), 279 
Looking at a Mummy, 343 
Major Jones and Furious Stag, 231 
Major Otter-Hunting (The), 217 
| Mamma and Children Angling, 144 
Marrying whom she pleases, 149 
Mary and the Burning Cakes, 215 
| Master Bob’s Bad Shot, 118 
fw Parliamentary Motor Car, 111 
Meeting in a London Fog, 348 
Military Fare and Artful Cabby, 287 


Miss Heavyweight’ s Dancing, 68 


French President Addressing Sub-marine | Miss Je »ssop’s Piano-playi ing. 4 411 


Fleet, 285 
French "Seaside Figures, 36 


Gentleman Seeking Wife and Family, 252 | 
German Visitor and Irish Housemaid, 223 | 


“Giddy Gorst ” (The), 39 

Giles on the Straw Waggon, 406 

Giving little Effie a pick-a-back, 247 

Groom and Latest Scandal, 9 

Guards’ Caps and Army Reform, 327 

Guinea Pigs instead of Foxes, 415 

Hairdresser and Bald Customer, 441 

Hamlet playing Golf, 270 

Harry's Son’s Holiday Reminiscences, 216, 
251, 306 


Miss Short and Mr. Long, 4 
Motor-Car at Covert Side, “a 
Motor Car at Wopshire Hunt, 305 
Motorists, not Microbes, 90 
| Mr. Boreham and the Hot Weather, 27 
| Mr. Muddleton’s Fox-hunting Story, 433 
Mr. Punch and Sir Christopher Wren, 
125 
| Mrs. Binks’s Runaway Bicycle, 275 
Mrs. Brown and Village Doctor, 73 
| Mrs. Giles’s Glass of Wine, 226 
Mrs. Murphy and the Vicar, 253 
| Mr. Soper’s Ambiguous Compliment, 201 
Mr. Sparkins and his Conquests, 205 





Mr. Tubbing’s Shooting Pony, 141 

Mr. Van Wyck and his Huntsman, 225 
New Governess and Tommy, 455 

Nurse and Miss Jane’s Prayers, 352 
Nursemaid and Unsuccessful Angler, 81 
Nuts for the Monkeys, 388 

Obstructive Hunting Man (An), 319 
Old Lady and District Visitor, 219 

Old Lady and Dublin Tram-car, 179 
Old Rustic’s Notion about V.C., 127 
Opposing Punters, 3 

Pantomime Girl and Friend, 879 

Pals outside a ce ww 

Parish Christmas Tea (A), 

Parliamentary Cricket Matte < 57 
Parson on board a Yacht, 51 
Paterfamilias and Family at Seaside, 165 
Patient and a Warmer Climate, 315 
Percy Johnson's Cub Hunting, 211 
Photographer and Sphinx, 413 
Ping-pong in the Kitchen, 351 
Ping-pong in the Stone Age, 177 

Plain Mistress Engaging Cook, 324 

Poet Laureate’s Re-engagement, 75 
Political Grave-diggers, 321 

Political Meeting in the Stone Age, 429 
Primeval Yacht-race (A), 249 

Prince George and the Dragon, 435 
Private Soldier’s Religion (A), 181 
Punch photographing a Mermaid, 450 
Railway Station in ye Roman Period, 233 
Register-keeper at a Rifle . wane 
Rejected Stout Suitor (A), 

Relief to meet Unintellec hot Person, 79 
Result of Early Bathing, 97 

Review of Royal (Sub) Marines, 267 
Koads *“* Up”’ in Ancient Egypt, 360 
Rosebery-Skimpole’s Opinion, 237 
Rustics and London Attractions, 273 
Scene in a Restaurant, 257 

Schoolmaster and Lady’s Whip, 105 
Seaside Resort of Roman Period, 297 
Secretary Hanbury and Colorado Beetle, 


185 
Selling a “ Confidential ’’ Horse, 187 
Sentry Challenging Two Persons, 311 
Shade of Bismarck and Editor, 188 
Shelter Trench Exercise (The), 82 
She played a wrong Note, 159 
Sherlock Holmes Chamberlain, 391 
Sherry that clings to the Glass, 262 
Sitting with her Back to Engine, 143 
Skating in the Roman Period, 213 
Snowdon, Derwentwater, &c., 161 
Snubbing a priggish Gent, 72 
Songs and their Singers, 239 
Squire and an Old Kustic, 117 
Steps for the Liberal Party, 301 
Stout Lady entering Bathing Machine, 
172 
Stout Policeman in the Fog, 397 
Strange Faces at a Conversazione, 447 
Street Vendor’s Grievance (A), 46 
Submarine Refreshment Bar, 396 
Supplying Sportswomen with “ Blanks,” 
- } of Azit-tigleth-Miphansi, 157, 


Talking Boer Horses, 88 
Talking ** Rot”’ about Baller, 424 
Taming a Vicious Colt, 55 
Teddy and Aunt on the Sands, 19 
Three Vaccinated Military Men, 355 
Timpkins and the Deabes, 180 
Toast for the Vaccinated (A), 387 
Tommy and his Mother’s Intended, 25 
Tommy Atkins continentalised, 357 
Tourist and Ancient Rustic, 342 
Tourists at the Lakes, 9 
Tramp and a Boathauler, 77 
Tramp’s Loss by Fire (A), 234 
Trooper and the Beer Cask, 244 
True Love speaks to Papa, 41 
Two “ Elephant’’ "Bus Fares, 334 
Twopence in the Treacle, 158 
Uncle Sam’s Choice of Canals, 427 
Unsuccessful Deer-Stalker’s ‘reat, 259 
Vaccinated Swell’s aS 
Veteran Hunting Man’s Cab mn 385 
Vicar’s Daughter and Mrs. Upton, 207 
Volunteer Manceuvres—Warm Work, 100 
Wanting Uncle on Roundabout, 107 
War Oftice Red (Tape) Briar Rose, 1 
Well-bred Dog (A), 198 
Widow who is looking for a Flat, 61 
Wild Birds and a Wild Host, 190 
Winifred’s Grandfathers and Grand- 
mothers, 298 

Wishing he was a little Boulder, 185 
With an Army Corps in August, 123 
What a loafing boy is fit for, 95 
What Sandals may lead to, yA 
Whom he wanted to Marry, 
Why he didn’t take off his ne Hat 461 
Why he was a Cricket Captain, 43 
. ~~ = Bugler didn’t Biow, 37 

~ Tommy was Serious, 437 
Yeu iting, a Pleasure ? 115 
Young Couple and a Pretty View, 175 
Young Lady and Gent in a Boat, 241 
Young Wives’ Cookery, 162 
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